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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
My attempt at winning NaNoWriMo back in November 2010. Needless to say, | failed. This is far from being 


done... 


Inspired by issues Lars actually had in 199b. 


"IIl fucking call you back." 
He doesn't take the time to glare at the phone. Finally surrounded by silence, Lars sighs. 


His fingers press against the pulsing arteries of his neck. He counts, staring at his watch and the glowing 
numbers of the elevator rapidly taking him to the fourth floor. Nobody ever told him how to really be sure 
whether his pulse was normal or frantic or dangerously frantic. He feels its helping, though. He feels he has 
some kind of control over it. Over his fucking life. He can feel it so well in the hollow of his throat, just 
something bouncing rapidly over and over and over, threatening to stop at any given moment. It feels like his 


heart is downright in that throat, stuck there and frantically beating its way out. Images of blood spurting out 


of him and on the elevator doors make his hand shake. 

He thought his heart would finally give out during the show. One or two beats sounding too loud, with that 
terrible sound accompanying them. Murmurs they call it. They're too loud to be murmurs. They're nothing 
sweet like murmured words in his ear. That's love. They're death. They're death coming slowly to catch up 
with him. He managed to run away from it all those times.. That one time. He remembers the cold. 

To live is to de.. 

Lars snickers and lets his back bump against the wall. To live is to die, and die he did. 

Surrounded by all those people, but alone. Alone. Alone. 


They only watched. 


His hand shakes again. Would they say that about him too after finding his dead body in his hotel room, alone 
in his bed? 


One of your friends didn't make it 
One of the guys dant make it: 
Some guy dant make it 

Uh? Someone's not here?! 


His heartbeat suddenly becomes stronger against his skin and his other hand flies to his throat. His breathing 
speeds up. 


No, no. Don't go crazy. Dont speed up. Don't go crazy. Berollg dig 

The doctor told him to take it easy. Well, easy to say. He's not merely some businessman, some golden boy 
killing himself on Wall Street, he's the fucking drummer of fucking Metallica, and the world isn't going to still 
and wait for him to have a peaceful heartbeat. There's no time to waste. 

He could die right now. 


No time to waste. 


The doors finally slide open Lars gets a glimpse of his reflection stepping out of the elevator. Nice hair, good 
subtle make up, shiny earrings. It looks good. 


It looks scared. 


The carpeted floor is red, like most of the walls. A nice red, warm and somehow powerful. The red of kings. His 
favorite color. The red of the carpet for celebrities to walk on, and here he comes. Ready to be found alone in 
his bed. Dead. Heart attack. Thirty two years old. How young, some people would say. Should have known that 
would happen, he used, some others would say. Yet another rockstar, aren't they supposed to die at 27° Would 
they say that? 


Who would take care of the press release? 


His cellphone chirps, like life support going crazy when the heart stops. Not fully taking it out of his pocket, 
Lars clings to it. He doesn't want to die. 


He doesn't want to be alone when it happens. At least. 


The phone quiets down. He makes a note in his mind to check who called later. Many people to call tomorrow. 


For now, he only needs to finally go to sleep. 


He doesn't want to be alone. He needs life next to him. Another heartbeat. A heartbeat not threatened by 
anything. He needs to be wrapped up in warmth and maybe, maybe he needs to be told everything is going to 
be alright. 


Protection. Strength. fearlessness. And as he makes his way through the corridor, looking at the golden 
numbers on the doors and stopping in front of 4357, one person immediately flashes through his mind. 


Shit. Shit: 


He could. And he couldn't. He has slept with James before, multiple times. 1982, after downing all those beers 
high in the grey sky of New York City, when firing another band member actually proved heartbreaking, as 
much as it was their decision. Lars wasn't alone in his bed that night. He wasn't the one needing comfort 
either. 1184, keeping warm in Copenhagen, when the weather was harsh and James was missing his California 
1989, when they shared that groupie, and it ended up.. It ended up with Lars waking up alone and James 
pretending nothing ever happened. 


His lower lip slips under his teeth. Can he go sleep with him now? With all that fucking tension between them? 
The insults and the King Nothings? And his body answers for him. That feeling in his stomach, it's fear. It's 
apprehension. Its the thought of James's glare. Of James's cheerful laugh. And it sends shudders down his 
spine. 

He's scared enough. 


His feet bring him to another room. Kirk will understand. Kirk will not care. 


A shaky breath, and Lars knocks. 


Nothing. 


He's reminded of the time they entered in Kirk's room still, interrupting his, what, cat fucking? He's reminded 
of Kirk shaking the life out of him and kicking him out. And like that time, Kirk doesn't answer the door. 


He chews on his lip some more. Sleeping with Kirk. It could fuel more interviews, more ‘Lars and Kirk are totally 


gay for each others' rumors. They both take some kind of pleasure out of those. 


He likes kissing him. It feels nice. The guy is attractive. His lips are soft. He trusts him. And Lars knows it will 


never be anything more. He wouldn't be able to do the same with James because.. 

James. It's gonna have to be James. There's no way he's asking fucking Jason for comfort. 

Slowly, one foot in front of the other and so on, he goes back to James's room. 

His fist hovers the thick door. His pulse knocks on the skin of his throat. He doesn't hear any sound from the 
inside of the room. Maybe James is out too. Fucking great. Everybody whines about being fucking sleepy but 
everybody goes the fuck out. 

His fingers fall on the door, three times. Lars wants to stop breathing. His heart thuds against his chest. No 
good. He's going to die there on James's doorstep. He imagines James checking how dead he really is with a kick 
of his boot. 

And the door opens without a sound. 

Blue eyes look him up and down. James frowns, sips on his beer and says, "What?" 

He thinks it's for band business. 

And how much has James changed since the last time they shared a bed. Almost the same changes he went 
through himself-at least physically. And there is that something in James's eyes lately, that little glow that 
makes him look.. 

James clears his throat. 

Lars keeps his eyes on the wolf pendant. "l..You know how | went to see some doctor the other day because 
there's something wrong with my fucking heart and he told me | have those heart fucking murmurs and l'm 
just." He passes a hand through his hair. "I also, | have palpitations and shit and, you know, it's when your 
heart beats so fucking loud and you feel it in your fucking throat and I'm, I'm scared | could have a heart 


attack or some shit like that and, um..." 


"Get on with it." Another noisy sip. 


"Can | stay with you tonight?" 


His eyes finally look higher than the wolf. The frown is still there, and the corner of James's mouth twitches. 


"You mean." 

"Just sleeping with you. No-" 

"How's sleeping with me gonna change anything?" 

Ml feel safe. "| just don't want to be alone." 

James stares for a while. He glances at the corridor, behind Lars. Then, "What about Kirk?" 

Lars's eyes go to the red of the floor. "Not here.” 

They both know where they stand now. James would rather have him sleep with Kirk. And he, he obviously 
went to Kirk first. Is that doing anything for James? He shouldn't have knocked on his door. He knew it. He can't 


even listen to his fucking self. 


"Um, okay. Fuck. l'm sorry, James. | shouldn't have asked. Of course it wouldn't change anything. You know 


better than me, uh. And | know you wouldn't be comfortable-" 


James's feet disappear from his view in the middle of his speech, with the door still open. Lars stands there, 


looking at James's back already far into the room. 
And James says, "Well?" 
Get in 


Never looking away from James, Lars steps forward and closes the door behind him. The click is clear in the 
silent room. Never looking at him, James throws the can of Coors away and disappears into the little bathroom 


with one long stride. 


So here he is now. 


The pillows have already been shuffled around, bending a bit against the headboard of the bed. The mattress 
doesn't bounce when Lars sits on it as silently as he entered the room. He closes his fist on the brown blanket, 
and looks around. The shades aren't down. The TV is on, but on mute. A woman is talking excitedly about 
something that seems to be hilarious. 


He knows how to pretend someone important just said the funniest thing ever, himself. A bright smile. A look 
right in their eyes. A tap on the shoulder. You're so funny, dude. You're so funny and | need something from 


you. 


Eyes back at focusing on the pillows, his heart speeds up a little. He's going to sleep in James's bed. 

He's going to die in James's bed. 

Loud steps signal him James is coming back into the room. He throws his black t-shirt in the vinicity of the 
only chair of the room, and his hands go to his belt buckle. Lars starts undoing the buttons of his own shirt, 
one by one. 

"You're not sleeping in my bed fucking naked" 

Lars nods. He can only see James's back again 

It feels like a bad, nervous first time. 

He had been too drunk to be nervous that night in 1989. Nervosity only came in the morning, with a nice 
female body curled against him but no James. His hip still remembered the weight of an heavy arm. He still 
remembered falling asleep with a breath smelling like beer and something else on his neck, his back glued to 


another body with sweat. 


And blue eyes are on him. Lars feels them as he slips under the white sheets. Like slipping into his own white 


shroud. His shirt is a red puddle next to the bed. 


The light goes off. James is still walking around, moving things, putting the sound of the TV back on. And then 
he's next to Lars, blanket and sheets only covering the lower part of his body. He bends an arm, rests his 
head against the headboard. Whatever is hilarious doesn't make him want to laugh along. 


Lars expected more questions-why are you scared, so what if you sleep alone, do you just want fo get into my 
pants-but James doesn't ask questions, does he? 


And his presence feels so familiar. That warmth Lars wants to crawl into. It'd wrap around him. A shield of 


some sort. That's what he needs. 

Minutes pass, Lars absently looking at the moving pictures of the small screen When his gaze shifts to James 
again, he sees the eyelids closed and his chest calmly rise up. James's heart is fine. The arm fell back down on 
the bed, reaching his own pillow. Then he turns, with a soft sound, maybe a word. The lights of the television 
dance on his naked back. 


It's tempting. 


To get closer. 


Lars watches him breathe, listening to the murmurs, listening to his own heart, and waiting for it to stop. 
He slides closer. The faint sound his body makes against the mattress is covered by the sound of commercials. 


Ear against his pillow like that, he can hear what's going on inside his chest so well. His heart beats loudly. The 
other sounds are right there with the beats. They go higher up, inside his throat. 


And his chest hurts. 

His breathing gets labored. His chest hurts. His neck hurts. 

Fuck 

His hand shoots to James's back. 

Wake up. Wake up. Wake up. 

He's dying. He's dying and he needs James to tell him that he's not 

"Wake up," he whispers. A fake whisper, one as loud as any quiet voice. His hand shakes against a shoulderblade. 


What would James look like, waking up next to his dead body? He never even thought about that. What would 


James look like? 


Right now, James is rolling on his back, groaning. He squints at Lars, whose hand is lying close, so close to his 


own hand. 
"l-I think | am~" 

A gruff voice cuts him off. "You're okay, Lars" 

Knuckles suddenly touch his neck, pressing a littl. 

They stare at each other. And Lars's breathing calms down, little by little 

James's knuckles slide away. 

Lars wants them back. There's still a weight inside his throat, there's still a pulsing heart wanting to get out 


Lights of the TV still dance on James, painting him white and blue. He says with the same voice, "Go back to 
sleep." He yawns, and his eyelids flutter shut. 


And Lars says, "Okay," eventhough he never fell asleep in the first place. Eventhough he doesn't want to close 


his eyes when he sees James doesn't roll back on his other side, but faces him, closer to him. Those fingers 
that checked his pulse, checked if he was going to live, closer to him. Lars lets his own fingers brush against 


them and stay there. 


eK 


His hand searches for a warm body before his eyes even open. The sheets are not cold yet, but the bed is 
empty next to Lars. 


He's alive, though. He made it through the night. 


And with the sun half-blinding him, he listens to his heart again. It beats at a normal pace-what seems to be 
normal, anyway. The murmurs are there, subtle. The planning of the day comes to his mind, each hour checked 
with each heartbeat. Wake up. Check calls. Call back Eat-optional. Car. Setlist. Catering. Business. Call more. 
White wine. Tuning. Arguing with Jason. Break. Arguing with James. Sells. Setlist. Make up. Show. Encore. Taps on 
the backs. Trip back. Hotel. Heart attack. 


Noises behind him make him turn, spreading his arms and legs on the mattress. The bed is all for him after 
all. And it's too early to actually get up. Once again, the TV is on mute. James is standing next to it, towel going 
back and forth in his hair mechanically. Lars tries to focus on his face, and not to follow the path of soapy 
drops down his chest. There are slight shadows under his eyes. And that blank look. You wont know what the 
fuck is going through my mind, it says. 

Then his eyebrows go up. "Alive? Ready to go back to your own room?" 

Lars frowns. "Give me a few fucking minutes." 

"So it turns into a few hours, uh. Get the fuck out of bed." 

He grumbles, but starts to move. One leg slips out. 

"You could have slept without your fucking jeans." 

And why is James more talkative in the fucking morning? "You said." 


But James is already back in the bathroom. 


A roll of his eyes, and Lars picks up his shirt. It smells like the floor, a mix of dust and whatever they use to 
clean it. He's gonna have to go get another shirt in his room. Away from the safety of James's. 


And once he's ready to leave, still alone in the room, he slowly walks to the bathroom. He stops before he can 
enter, standing right where James was standing a few minutes ago. With his shoes on he can't tell if the floor 
is still wet from the water that was still dripping off the long legs. 


"James?" 

There's barely any sound inside. Water running. He can see the yellow light, a bit of the white wall. 

"Uh, thank you for letting me stay.” 

Nothing. A sigh, and he goes to the door. 

** 

It's now-now that he doesn't need him-that Kirk is here, waiting for the same elevator. All prettied up. 
Lars winces when the woman on the other end of the line snaps at him with a high-pitched voice. "I don't 
fucking care. You want Metallica, you do what Metallica wants." Not giving her the time to destroy his 
eardrums some more, he smashes the grey button and abruptly stuffs the cellphone in the small pocket of 
his leather jacket. 

Kirk doesn't look away from the doors of the elevator when he steps close. 


"Where the fuck were you last night?" 


Now that makes him look at Lars. "That club we saw when we came here. At the other end of the city. Dark 
something. Why?" 


Can he tell him? Should he tell him? 

Can he sleep with James again tonight? 

"Nothing. | just like to know where my guitarist is." 

And Kirk laughs. "He was having tons of fun" 

As they eventually step in the small space, Lars gets another glimpse of his reflection. Looking good. 

And it doesn't look so scared. 

The restaurant is practically empty. Jason is already sitting there, looking intently at the menu while rubbing 
one of his eyes when Kirk sprawls on the chair next to him and takes a peek at his menu, leaning over his 


shoulder. Facing them, Lars simultaneously grabs another menu and his cellphone. Three calls off the list. One 


will probably never call back. And there's that woman he will never call back. Fuck. They're not just some new 


band from LA. 


His eyes skip over the black letters on white paper, and he frowns. "Why don't they have a fucking continental 
breakfast in there?" 


"Because it tastes like shit" 

Something goes wrong in his chest-and in his stomach-at the sound of that voice. Then there's that laugh. 
Unlike Kirk, James doesn't lean over his shoulder to see the menu (not that he would really need to lean in 
much), as if he already perfectly knew what he was going to get in his plate. He sits, taking as much space as 
possible. His elbow bumps into Lars. 

And "Yeah?" Lars says. "Fuck you. You fucking Americans have no tastebuds." 


Coffee. He can't drink his usual coffee. Bad for the heart. Bad for his life. 


The others give their orders to the blonde waitress who walked slowly to them and is giving them a lazy look. 
She doesn't know who they are, does she. 


Kirk asks for black tea. Right. Tea. Tea is better than coffee. "You have peach black tea, right?" 

"Uh.. We probably do. Yes." 

Probably. 

Lars has the time to call the fourth person on his list before she comes back with their respective 
breakfasts. He finishes the call with the usual flow of polite words reserved for succesful conversations, and 
stares into his tea. Calm water. Next to him, James is already avidly munching on his bacon and pancakes and 
hot peaches. 


Peaches. The smells mingle between them. 


He lets his eyes close for a while. 


Chapter two 


The pressure in his throat and inside his chest gets worse during the gig, like the night before, and the night 
before that. Taking care of everything backstage at least takes his mind off what could happen to him. He's 
surrounded by the crew, he's surrounded by fans, he's not alone. It's business as usual until he gets back to 
the hotel. 

Walking to the car, Lars hears some people yelling about just how fucking great the show was-he smiles a bit 
at that-and some groupies laughing in that inviting way. Their hands would always go near their breasts, not 
so subtly pointing to the obvious. Come on, dont look me in the eyes 

Only Jason seats beside him. "Fuck. l'm exhausted” 

"The others staying there?" 


"Last time | saw them they were having some good time. You know." 


He knows. And he doesn't care. Jason doesn't seem to care much either, already dozing. They'll bang without 


them tonight. 

He has to tell the lanky guy at the front desk to hurry the fuck up and give him his messages. For once, 
nobody calls Lars when he's ready to collapse on a bed. He still has a list of phone calls to give tomorrow in 
mind. Three.. Arena, magazine, other magazine. He'll give them stuff to talk about. 

He walks by Kirk's room. 

He walks by James's room. 

The bed in his own room looks inviting. Lars sits, bounces on the mattress without any joy, like out of habit, 
and stares ahead. His ears buzz. He waits, testing himself. He can be alone. He made it throught the night once, 
he can make it through the night again He's not some scared child Death isn't under his bed ready to grab 
him. He doesn't need James next to him. 

"l'm good." 

And there's nobody here to tell him he's right. Nobody even asked to know. 

He needs James next to him. 

Only a few minutes passed since he walked by the door. Stepping closer, he can hear sounds from the inside, 


unlike the last time. Noises only a woman can make. Porn, his brain feeds him. James came back before you and 


is enjoying some porn, he thinks, knocking on the door. He's not doing some groupie. 


No answer. He knocks again. "| know you're here, dick!" His loud voice resonates in the empty corridor. 
The whimpering stops. 


When James opens the door, he doesn't have time to say or ask for anything first. "What the fuck do you 


want?" 

"Are you alone in there?" 

The glare worsens. "No." 

Lars can't help but grin. "She hot?" 

"Go back to your-" 

A slurred voice talks over James's. "Oh my god, is that Lars?" 

His grin gets larger. "Right here, bab-" 

"Go the fuck back to your room. Or to Kirk's, | don't give a shit" 

The door slams in his face. 

They could have done it a second time. The two of them and one girl. One willing girl. And the thought of falling 
asleep with his back against James's chest and James's arm on his hip, like that time, messes with the 
regularity of his heartbeat. 

He walks away as the noises start filtering through the door again Its someone else he needs now. And after 
knocking and asking and babbling away, a naked Kirk welcomes him in with a roll of his eyes and a "come in 
already". 


For a second, Lars thinks about crashing on the little couch instead. But if James of all people could stard it.. 


He can guess Kirk's round eyes looking at him once he's underneath the sheets, relieved to finally lay down and 
rest. He sighs. 


"Hey." He can guess the big smile too. 
"Hey." 


"Is that why you asked where | was this morning?" 


There's a pause, during which Lars wonders if he should tell him everything. "Yeah." 
"So you were alone last night?" A hand ruffles his hair, and Kirk slides closer to him. "I'm sorry." 
"Hts alright, l." The same hand rests on his shoulder. "I slept with James." 


It's almost a giggle that comes out of Kirk's mouth. "Wow." He slides even closer, and the tone of his voice 


changes. "Did you sleep naked?" 

"As if he'd fucking let me." 

"He let you in his bed" The hand starts traveling down his side. "Guess he changed his mind?" 

"He's kinda busy right now.’ 

A more subtle laugh, and fingers squeeze his hip. "Don't sound so bitter, man. You should have seen those 
twins." There's a pause. Lars imagines he's remembering said twins and whatever they did to him and James. 
Things that make him sound bitter. "So I'm second best?" 

"Uh... It's just... He's." 

‘It's fine. | know why." He can almost see the white of his teeth. 


You dont | dont "Do you?" 


He hears the soft sound Kirk's head makes nodding against the pillow, and a yawn. "Sleep now." Kirk settles his 
hand more comfortably on his hip. "I'm right here." 


Lars sighs again. "Thanks." He feels something close to peace. 

And he dreams. He's bathing in a red sea. He's surrounded by red. And its beating, he can feel it in his legs. 
And its bleeding. It's his own heart, and after a few waves crash onto him, it completely stops. From 
somewhere in the crumbling sky, James's voice tells him he doesn't give a shit. 

"Lars. It's okay." 

His hands fasten around his throat. Kirk is gently shaking him awake, his eyebrows curled, 

"Are you alright?" 


No. 


It throbs inside, but it's nothing worse than before. He can breathe. He's alive. "Yeah. | think" 


"You scared me." 

"Huh? Did | scream?" 

Kirk takes a long look at him before shaking his head. "Time to get up anyway. What kind of dream was that?" 
he asks then, rolling toward the other end of the bed and sitting up. He's still for a while, like pondering the 
way to get on his feet. 

‘| was swimming in a red sea." 


"Cool. Was it blood?" Kirk grins. Lars is not sure he should. 


"Maybe. Who the fuck knows. Then everything stopped. | think something died. And then James-" Some kind of 
cackle. "What?" 


"One night in his bed and you're dreaming about him." Kirk still has that grin, endearing and a little scary. 
1 know why.’ 

"Fuck you. Its just because | talked to him. What he told me got stuck somewhere in my fucking brain" 
Kirk stops walking, standing at the other end of the room. "Thought he was ‘busy’. 

"| didn't fucking know that before | knocked" 

A beat. 

"So what did he do? In the dream?" 

"Said he didn't give a shit" 


They stare at each other. Then Kirk shrugs, makes a face somehow saying what can you do, and sinks to the 


floor for what Lars assumes are a few morning push-ups. 


Lars lets the weight of his head lead him back to the pillow. Business quickly pushes the bad thoughts out and 


invades his mind. 
"So we have an interview for TV later today, wanna swap spit again? It'd finally be caught on fucking film." 
There's a laugh from the floor. "Sure!" 


"Hope Jason will be around." 


When Kirk speaks again, it's from the bathroom. The top of his head appears above the sink. "Want a little 
pick-up for the day?" 


Lars sniffs. "Yeah." 


* 


And during said interview, Lars almost forgets about the kiss, engrossed in talking about what Metallica is and 
isn't, until Kirk casually leans on his shoulder and obviously expects something from him. He hesitates, then 
quickly press his lips against his. Some part of him notices that his heartbeat doesn't speed up much. He never 
compared before; the intimate touch of Kirk's lips and the simple touch of James's hands. Its not the same 
thing, not the same thing at all. 


He tries to imagine waking up with his back against Kirk's chest and Kirk's arm around him. his stomach doesn't 


twist, his jeans don't get any tighter. 


The nervous laugh of the interviewer interrupts his thoughts. She's all flustered. That, Lars likes. He starts 
smiling proudly. What would she look like if they downright made out for a few minutes? What would she look 
like if he told her about that threesome he had years ago? What would he look like then, after James beat 
him to a fucking pulp for telling the press? Heh 


Chapter three 


By all means Metallica should have better planes than what he's sitting in right now. Lars eyes the setlist a 
few times, uselessly-and he barely cares anymore. He'll play what he'll have to play, bathe in his own sweat, 
and get closer to death at the end of each song. To die on Fade To Black, once James informed everybody that 
death greets him warm.. 

There's a flash, for a second. He turns to one of those new digital cameras hiding part of a grinning James. 
"Don't move." 

Lars narrows his eyes, trying to see what it is exactly James is taking a picture of. Another flash, and the 
camera is back in James's lap, getting all of his attention. He turns his own eyes back to the setlist. It looks 
boring. 


Then James asks, "Slept well?" 


He can't immediately answer. "You give a shit now?" James snorts, keeps toying with the camera. "| stayed with 


Kirk. And | guess I'll stay with him from now on, don't fucking worry." 


"How's your heart?" It's like he's only asking about the weather, but Lars stops staring at ‘Bellz’ to answer him. 
James doesn't look back, looking instead at the white of clouds through the window. 


"Um, | think it's been better." So far. 

James nods. "You can sleep alone then" 

"| didn't say it was completely gone. You never fucking know what could happen" Seeing James roll his eyes, he 
decides to change the subject before the questions start. Why are you so chickenshit? What the fuck is wrong 
with you? Why do you want to get into our beds? "So how was she?" 

"Huh?" The blue eyes are back on him. 

"That girl. How was she?" 

James shrugs. 

Lars licks his lips. "Then you could have fucking let me in if she was so boring instead of slamming the door in 
my face. Fuck, we could have-" He's staring at Bellz again, and something goes right, just click inside of his 


brain It's the ideal opportunity to bring it up, and you know it. Next to him, James is still frowning. Do it Ask 


him. Fucking ask him. "-remember when we had a threesome?" 


The answer comes fast. "No." 


"Yes, you fucking do." James glares at him. There's a warning there that he's happy to ignore. "How hot was 
that, uh? Better than with just one boring groupie. Don't you want to have that again? Uh?" 


Eyebrows rise, and James says, "Sure." 

Oh fuck "Yeah? See-" 

"With two chicks." 

Its Lars's turn to roll his eyes. He passes one hand through his hair. Then, "Come on. Think about it. Any girl 
will go crazy if she knows she's going to fuck the both of us at the same fucking time. She'll do anything we 
fucking want. | mean, if we found one willing to do all that in 1989-" He hopes James doesn't find it strange he 
remembers the date. "-just imagine what the hell she would do right now. Right? We're fucking number one 
now. Live the life of a fucking number one, James." 


"Whatever." 


He knows how to be infuriating. A one-word answer after a whole babble. Well, Lars is going to take it as a 


fucking yes, okay. "Cool. I'll pick her. 

"What?" The glare is back 

"You want to choose? You have a type now?" 

"That's not-Fuck it. Choose her, fuck her, | don't give a shit." 

The line echoes in his head, but he manages to grin. "You'll be fucking her too." 
James says nothing more. Is that it? Did he win? 


He can see James's fingers scratch on taut denim before James says, a lot more quietly, "l'm uh.. I'm sorry 


about that night." 
For once that James is apologizing, he has no idea what he's apologizing about. "Huh? Sorry about what?" 


"You know." And he reaches for his drink, waiting for him next to the forgotten camera. His refuge for the 


rest of the conversation. 
"No, | don't. What are you sorry about?" 


Then the frown disappears, the look turns blank. The barriers are up. “Forget it" 


"No, fucking tell me!" 

| said, forget it." 

Think, Lars. What could it be? What could he be sorry about? What would you want him to be sorry about? 
"Are you sorry you sneaked out during the night?" 

James is gulping down his beer, but he can see the startled look. "Uh..no." 

"Fine." 

That may have given a few things away. 

Lars lets it go, crumpling the setlist in his hand. He leans back in his seat and wishes for a smoke. Or more. 
* 

"Motherfucker, that one," Lars breathes. 


Bleached hair, full thighs and big breasts. Not really different from all the others almost waiting in line for 


them like some kind of groupie store. This one has more leather on 

He throws a look at James over his shoulder, eyebrow raised. 

James takes the time to take three gulps of beer before shrugging and looking away. He refused again, and 
again, until tonight. After the show, when the sweat and the alcohol and the adrenaline rush and the 
excitement from the gig-the crowd had been great, screaming and worshipping the stage he walked on-must 
have pushed him to finally nod at Lars. Nod a brief, but clearly visible yes. 


It made Lars willing to ignore the noises floating around each of his heartbeats. 


All those years ago, the girl was waiting for them near a bus they somehow had to take. They were on their 


way to beat the record of the most Jagers drunk in one night-now someone just needed to die on them to 


really reach that number. What happened between that and their falling into bed didn't matter enough for Lars 


to remember, and it doesn't matter tonight either. Much like her name. 


It's his bed, his room. James will be able to sneak out this time again if he feels like it. But he's not going 


anywhere now, busy taking off a bra that was ready to burst. She immediately turned to him as soon as they 


were laying down-Lars expected it. He runs a single finger down her spine, listening to the sounds she makes, 


her reactions to what James is doing to her. 


And it turns him on almost as much as if it was him James was touching. 


His finger stops at James's hand, flat near the birth of her ass. He other hand goes down his own chest to his 


crotch. 


She suddenly lets a small yelp out, throwing her head back. He doesn't need to see to know what happened- 
James bit her lip. And that's fucking hot. 


His finger continue its course, sliding up James's forearm. He's sure he can see goosebumps rising. 
Then she's on her back, under James, getting fucked slowly enough at first, and Lars keeps roaming his hand 
over James's arm, James's back, sliding closer to their bodies. James is not kissing her anymore, but trying to 


breathe normally into the pillow, his mouth near her shoulder. 


For once, the noises in his chest give Lars the will to go on Hope instead of despair. If tonight is the night, he 
needs to at least do this. 


Fuck it all and fucking no regrets, right 

He starts by kissing her arm, then her shoulder, getting closer and closer to his goal. Closer to the smell of 
James's cologne mixed with his sweat and desire. He breathes it in, resting his hand on the back of James's 
neck. She has the good idea to blindly reach for his erection, take care of it for him. Now he can fully focus.. 
Soon 

The thrusts get faster. Lars pretends to enjoy kissing what he can of her shoulder, even closer. 


Very soon 


She comes with a loud whine, James biting her near the skin Lars kissed, then following her, tensing, eyes 


squeezing shut. 

Now. 

Lars only has to tighten the fingers on his neck, and bring the head to him. Right when the orgasm hits. 
James is lost. His brain isn't going to register that the mouth he's moaning into isn't the girl's. It also has the 
bitter taste of gloss. It also feels good. And Lars explores his mouth as thoroughly as he can in that short 
span. Never has his heart beaten so fast. 

All those years ago, he did the same thing. Almost. James somehow perfectly knew who he was kissing back 


then. He nuzzled his nose ring, a long lock of curly hair tickled his cheek And he thought, that's it. Me and 


James. James and me. That's it, We crossed a line. This is the start of something new. Something good.. 


Finally, finally.. 


He lets the mouth go, and comes too when the very female hand stroking him rubs the head of his cock. He 


wants to imagine it's James. He can't. 

There's no afterglow to bathe in. The girl is between them now, already reaching for sheets and comforter to 
snuggle in, mumbling a "good night". She wiped her hand somewhere on the mattress, and Lars cringes as she 
turns her back to him, probably thinking she can cuddle with James. Or his back. 

He moves around, trying to avoid the wet spot. 

At least he's not alone. At least he can hear James breathing. 


And if he dies during the night, they can just kick his body off the bed and fuck again. Would they? 


Died after a threesome, how rocknroll’ No, James would deny participating. People wouldn't know they were 


three. ‘Died fucking a groupie, how pathetic. Thats Ulrich for you' 


He licks his lips. At least there's still the taste of James. 


Chapter four 


Author's Notes: 
And now I\'m stuck.. 


He's woken up by James getting out of the bed without any grace. 


His eyes won't fully open, and there's something sticking some of his eyelids together. His eyeballs hurt. Good 


fucking morning. 

But he made it through the night. 

He watches James put his jeans on, feeling better at the sight, then meets his glare. 

"I can't fucking believe you," James says. “And | said | was sorry. It was all you." 

He's too tired for this. "Huh? What?" 

James shakes his head, takes his t-shirt in hand and walks to the door. Then he abruptly comes back near the 
bed with three long strides and a finger pointing at Lars. He glances at the girl stirring beside him and lowers 

his voice. "Don't stick your fucking tongue down my throat ever again. I'm not Kirk. Keep the gay shit between 


you two." 


Lars feels his eyes widen and his heart speed up. And even sleepy, his brain manages to come to a conclusion 


"That's what you were fucking sorry about? Ki-" 

The door slams close. 

He almost wants to laugh. 

"Mm good morning, Lars." 

"Good afternoon," he says, then stands up to put his own clothes on, mumbling a few curses. 


He hears her sleepy voice again "Hey, | didn't know you and James were that close. Well, there's that friend of 
mine who always thought there was something, but.." 


Lars quickly gets his head through the tight collar of his shirt. "You run your mouth to anyone about that-" 
He points at her the way James just pointed at him. "-and | swear you won't get to see a Metallica show ever 


again, got that? Got that?" She nods. "Good. Get out" 


She scowls. "Sherry was right, you're just an asshole." 
He's too busy grumbling his way to the bathroom to answer anything. 


Down in the lobby, James is moving his head to the music tss-tssing in his headphones, not looking at Lars 


when the elevator opens, not looking at anyone. His crossed arms shield him from the world. 


He avoids Lars all day. Barely smashes any cymbal for him during the gig, doesn't stand too close to him 
during Master Of Puppets, doesn't walk repeatedly around the kit during For Whom The Bell Tolls. 


Nothing changed. They're back at being cold to each other. And he ruined it all himself. 


So when Kirk asks him if he wants to check out some club that looked dark and trashy, ideal for getting chicks 
and getting shitfaced, he immediately agrees. 


The Bloody Mary scorches his throat-in such a good way-and the pounding of the bass mercifully drowns out 
the pounding of his heart. He's one with the music. He'll stop when it stops. 


Who the fuck cares about James, anyway. 

Asshole. 

Repressed asshole. 

Who the fuck cares about him. Not Lars. What if James wants nothing to do with him? It was merely some 
sudden urge he had. He only wanted comfort, and it somehow turned into something crazier. Why did he 
remember that fucking night in 1989? Crazy. 

Why did he remember that night at all? So they had a threesome. So it was good. So James ended up grabbing 
his neck and drunkenly mash their lips together. No big deal. So he thought it was the start of a new 
relationship. So he had been longing for it for years and years, since the day James smiled at him for the first 
time, the day James got half-naked in front of him for the first time, the day James slept in his bed for the 
first time.. No big deal. 

He's Lars Ulrich. He deals. 

James is James, and James doesn't deal. Repressed fucker. 


Repressed asshole. 


"You're gonna mope all night?" 


Next to him, Kirk doesn't sit, only slightly bends to rest his forearms on the shiny black counter. The lights of 
the club fit him. Lights always naturally fit him, Lars notices. It's unfair how he manages to do that. 


"Fucking unfair." 
"Okay?" He bumps a black nail against one of the empty glasses in front of Lars. "You're gone already." 


"What? I'm right here." Lars empties another glass. It burns. Who the fuck cares about.. "Do you care about 


James?" 
Kirk stares and deadpans: "Do | care about James." 


"Yeah, do you care about that dick? Cause | fucking don't." He searches for another full glass that's not here. "| 
fucking don't." 


"Okay," Kirk says again. He smiles at the barmaid, takes the time to ask for a drink. Then, "I sorta thought you 
liked him." 


He has to practically yell to be heard. Yet it feels like a secret being shared, and Lars perfectly hears the 
stress on one word. He watches the remains of red in the bottom of the glasses. Like the remains of a few 
little hearts after getting smashed into pulp. 

And he shakes his head. "| don't fucking want to." 

"Really?" Kirk asks without really asking, smiling at the barmaid again. She's wearing less eyeliner than him. 


"Fuck him." 


"Yeah, thats what I'm talking about." Kirk's voice seems to follow the rhythm of the pounding bass. Tal-king a- 
bout. Dun dun dun 


He starts drumming on his thighs, and tries to glare at Kirk at the same time. "What? Uh? What does that 


mean?" 
"You know what it means." 


Then there's a tall guy along with what Lars assumes is his girl standing between them, their heads going back 
and forth with hopeful but clearly stoned looks. "You guys are from Metallica right? Can we-" 


And while Kirk grins-maybe it's fake, he can't tell-he blocks them out and yells for another fucking drink. 
Another kind of vodka. 


He pretends he can't hear anyone over the noise of the music and the pounding in his head and in his chest 


for the rest of the night. He pretends the hurt, the strange weight inside is due to those murmurs. Or 


something worse. 


The woman behind the counter stopped eyeing Kirk. She looks like she's reading Lars's mind-or trying to. Then 
she asks with some kind of pout, "Your girlfriend dumped you?" 


He thinks about explaining at first, how nobody dumped him and that nobody sure as hell isn't female, then can 
hear himself calling James his girlfriend. His laugh is near hysterical. James is his girlfriend. A girlfriend with 
constant PMS. Ha ha ha. 


Kirk is nice enough to call him a cab as soon as he's finally calming down. 


Lars mumbles all the way to the hotel, looking at the rapidly passing city lights. He crosses the hall and the 


corridors stumbling pathetically. The hotel doors all look the same, but he knows where his room is. 

Yes, he does. 

There, the one with the blurry numbers. Its the door he has to open, and he knows it. His room. 

Once Lars is in, he realizes there's nothing that makes a room look like James's room. He barely changes 
anything, barely brings anything with him. The only thing proving it is James's room is James, sitting on the 
end of the bed with a notebook in one hand, and a pen in the other. There's the glare, too. Nobody else has 
that glare. 

And while James keeps glaring at him, Lars closes the door, quickly takes his shirt off, throws it in the viricity 
of James's feet, and starts crawling on his bed. He's determined to find the end of the sheets and cover, lift 
them up and slide into the comfortable freshness of a clean hotel bed. 

Its when he's on all four above a pillow that James finally speaks. "Just how shitfaced are you?" 

"You would uh.know better than me." And he giggles. He tries to turn, and falls on his back. The light above 
blinds him and there's a yellow circle floating around when he closes his eyes. "What are you doing in my 
room?" 

"Is my room, dick." 

"Oh" He giggles again. "Why am | still in it then?" 


Silence answers him. 


After a few minutes, seeing the yellow circle slowly turn red and disappear gets boring. He tries to take a look 


at James without moving, his chin close to his collarbone. It hurts his neck a little. He doesn't care. 


He's looking at that broad back and he doesn't care. "I don't care about you, you know." 
The scratch of pen on paper stops. "Yeah? Good fucking thing." 


"| don't like liars. And you're lying. To me, and to yourself. | can see it. | can see it, Jamie." The writing-or is he 


drawing-starts again. "Jamie, Jamie." 

"Shut up already." 

"You know, | can't believe you thought you should apologize for that night. | mean we all liked it, right? | liked it, 
you liked it, whether you want to accept that or not, and she probably fucking liked it too. Thought it was hot 
and all that. | would have thought it was hot if | were her.." He imagines himself as a groupie for a second. 
What it'd feel like to have James ogling at his ass in tight jeans. 

And James keeps writing. 

"And if | didn't want it | would have fucking bit your lip or something. And not the way you bite lips either, like, 
| would have destroyed your fucking mouth. Why do you always have to bite, anyway? What kind of need is 
that? Uh?" 

"Shut. Up." 


But Lars sits up instead, and slowly makes his way toward James. From behind his back, he can see a few 


words marking the notebook Death. Sin. Dark. The usual lately. 

It brings old images to his mind, and they all have James dressed in black. James dressed in black and standing 
next to him, under a light rain-because it always rains at funerals, somehow. James's hand, looking even paler 
contrasting with all the black, brushing his own deliberately. He had wanted to crush it into his fingers, give 


him all the reassurance and comfort he could. But a brush had to be enough. 


There was also the look of James's sister somewhere near, a look fixated on their touching knuckles that then 


lifted up to his eyes and never wavered until he looked away. He hated looking away first so much.. 
Whose hand will James brush when it's going to be his funeral? 

He watches James draw all over a word, turning it into a black spot of angry lines, and wriggles closer. 
His forehead feels good against the black sweater. There's human warmth underneath all the layers. The 
leather belt barely digging into his chin isn't a bad sensation. He thinks he can feel the hip quiver. His hand 


rests lightly on the other hip. 


"Get off me and go to bed" 


"I fucking am in bed," Lars mumbles. "I'm staying there. You know how long I've waited-fuck it, | lied too. | care. 
You're happy now? Uh? | fucking care. Fucker. | fucking hate you." He tries to bury his face further in James's 
side. "Fuck" His voice is muffled. "If | die, are you going to give a shit?" 

There's a long pause before James says again: "Get off me." 

"Do that yourself" 

"lm not Touching you." 

He squeezes his eyes shut. No more floating circle. "Then | guess | won't go," he says, and cackles. "You feel 
great." His voice drops to a whisper. "Jeg har brug for dig.." He snuggles into the sweater. The scent, the 


sweetness; it all seems to soothe whatever's fucked up in his chest, in his throat, in his head, everywhere. 


James ceased his writing, now drawing lines from the top of the page to the bottom. They're far from being 


perfect. Shaky, not really right. "Die! what?" And he's not moving. 


"Uh?" Lars asks softly, slowly pushing his right hand over the warm belly, rubbing as slowly. And James is not 


moving. 


One more line, and he drops his pen, tears the paper off. "So you bothered me with your threesome shit just 
to do that" 


"Do what?" 
A pause. "You know." 
"Can't you fucking say ‘kiss’? Kiss kiss kiss." 


Now James is moving, and not in the direction Lars would like him to. Long legs slide closer to the bed so he 


can stand up. 

"You're such a fucking coward," Lars sneers. "Coward liar." 

A hand that's much bigger than his suddenly grabs his collar and hauls him up. His heart is going to burst out 
of his throat at any moment. The room spins around James's head until he finds a focus. Not those eyes. He 
focuses on the wolf pendant instead-again-wondering if the black lace feels as tight around James's neck as in 
those moments where he feels he's going to suffocate. He'd just have to slip his fingers into it and yank, and 
maybe James would understand. 


He's eventually drawn to the blue eyes, though. They're so close. So clear. 


James looks like he's ready to snarl, to yell at him and insult him, but he acts first. His hands get around his 


head like they got around his hips. They press. And in the time it takes for James's eyes to widen and for him 


to realize what's going to happen, Lars pulls him in and crashes against his lips again. 


He barely tastes anything, and it's not about taste anyway. He's going to show him, that repressed fucker, he's 
going to show him. Then he'll die later tonight, and James will feel guilty. So guilty. 


Or he will think, finally.. OFF my back for good Off my mouth for good 


And the magazines will say, Died after sexually harassing fellow band member James Hetfield. Hetfield fells us 
more about it page 4. 


He lets himself fall backward, bringing James with him as much as he can. There's a sound coming from 


James's mouth-a groan easily turned into a moan in his mind. 

Give in 

Give in, James, he wishes. 

And for a second, he softens his lips. For a second, James is just there above him, not pulling away. 

Fingers dig in his skin and hurt. They bruise when James presses back instead of shoving him away. Lars's 
eyes snap wide open, his grip on the shoulders tightens. But then he does-shoving Lars away, and getting on 
his feet. 

"Shit." He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. 

On the bed, Lars shakes like the artery in his neck 

He gave in. He gave in for a little while. Fucking liar stopped lying for a little while. 

The silence is heavy and long. Lars tries to count how many times his heart beats in a minute. 

Then James finally says, "Get out" The voice is muffled-he's rubbing his face with both hands. 

"Um. Kirk is still at the club." 

"So fucking what?" 

"So | don't fucking want to be alone." James sighs before the sentence even ends. "I can crash on the couch. 
Come on. You can be sorry about that kiss too and forget about it. Cause that's what you do, you-" James 


glares, "-try to forget, uh. Fuck. | just don't want to be alone when | have that heart attack and-" 


"What heart attack?" 


"It could happen, you know." He's still sprawled on the bed That and the way he drunkenly slur his words seem 


to make his argument far less convincing. "I'm scared." 

James keeps glaring. 

‘I'm scared," Lars repeats. 

"Couch." He turns around, rubbing his face again. "If | see you anywhere near the bed, | fucking swear.” 
Nodding, Lars slowly drops on the floor and crawls to the couch. The floor is hard and scratchy under his 


palms. He hears a few whispered curses when he settles down, head sinking into a midly comfortable red pillow. 
He won't be that far from the bed, from someone who's breathing. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Heeere we go. It was time to end that damn story after, what, two years? 


| have around 6 versions of this chapter, and this is the one that managed to get to some kind of ending. 
Throughout the story the muses did whatever they wanted to do, and unfortunately, it\d pretty much take a 
dozen more chapters to get this James where he was supposed to get. 

Hope you people won\'t be too disappointed with the ending. 

Lars's neck hurts like hell when he wakes up. There's a pounding in his chest and in his head too. After all 
these years, hangovers only got a little better--when he slowed down on the Jager and stopped banging his 
head against the walls. And they're proof he's still alive, if anything. 


"Made it through the fucking night?" 


"Yeah." His mouth is paste. His eyes won't open yet. James isn't standing too far, though. He can hear that. 
"Fuck." 


"I called room service." He clears his throat. "Got you tea 

Lars's eyelids are willing to show him a tiny slit of the outside world "Why are you being nice?" 

"You can always fuck off to your room." 

"No, no." He lifts a hand, like telling James to wait. "Its." 

time to run to the bathroom. It tears his eyes open and he sees it on the right, a white little room stil 
bathed in darkness and smelling of soap when he kneels in front of the toilet. No time to fumble for a switch. 
James makes a disgusted noise on the other side. As if he'd never done that to Lars, who always knelt down 
with him. Holding his long hair. Brushing his cheek. Taking care of him afterwards until he went back to sleep or 
shoved him out of the room. 

Good times. 

Bright neons suddenly light the room, and James's naked feet step into his field of vision when he's done 


wretching. Only spitting in the dirty water, trying to get most of it out. And keeping his blinded eyes mostly 


closed. "You done?" 


"| think..so." 
"Take a shower." The feet go away--he can hear the skin lightly stick to the tiles. "You stink" 


It takes time to get up and to the sink to rinse his mouth. His clothes are thrown over to the corner. They do 


stink--of sweat and smoke and alcohol. 


The first good feeling of the morning (is it even the morning?) wanders through his body when warm water 
hits him and his hurting back and his aching neck. 


He's in James's shower. The James he kissed again last night. James who didn't punch him, who didn't kick him 
out yet. James who looks like he gives a shit today. Sort of. The thought makes his heart bounce in a way that 
has nothing to do with murmurs. Maybe it was all worth it. 

There's a white robe hooked on the door that he can put on. His feet leave dark marks on the floor of the 
room as he walks toward the big bed, tying the soft belt around his waist. James is sitting there, munching on 
something, watching television with bored eyes. They don't look toward him when he sits and takes hold of his 
tea, Nice and warm. He doesn't even want to think of today's planning yet. Just enjoy the feeling of hot air 
rising up to his cheeks. 

There's only a puddle of water left at the bottom of the cup when James clears his throat again 

"Last night, you said something in Danish." 

"Uh hu." 

When his face was hidden in the softness of James's sweater. Soothing softness. 

"Well, what did it mean?" 

| need you. 


"You remember everything you said when you were shitfaced?" Lars asks back. 


James still stares at the little screen, where a woman describes in details how wonderful their new vaccum 


cleaner is. "Sometimes." 


And he really does not remember half of what he said He remembers the touches. He remembers the Donish... 


"What did | say?" 
"You asked stupid questions." 


| ask myself stupid questions all the time. ts what smart people do." And he remembers that one question 


too. "Would you give a shit if | died?" 
"That's one." 
"Well?" 


"Well," James says, and takes a quick look at his watch. "Time to hurry the fuck up and go. Get some clothes 


on in your own room." 


He watches him turn the TV off and sit on a chair nearby to put his black shoes on. Then James adds: "Get 


out already." 


"IFs okay. | can ask you again and again later. Like after the show." He tightens the knot of his belt and walks to 
the door. James is ready to leave, too, sliding his arms in his leather jacket. "On the plane. During the shooting 


tomorrow." 
"Whatever." 


The door open, they both go in opposite directions. Lars turns around, walking backwards, to see Jason waiting 
in front of the elevator at the end of the corridor. He sees him looking at James. Looking at Lars. Then the 


door. Then James again. 
Lars grins. 


* 


Interviews, trip, show, whatever else--it all goes smoothly. His heart is going smoothly, even as he's walking 
back into the dressing room, his Calvin Kleins sticking to his thighs. The crowd was hot, and James acted as 
normally as his heartbeat--Lars suspects both could be just calm before the fucking storm. 


He tried to meet James's eyes throughout the day and tries again. They flicker to him--and nothing. 


The little group of lucky fans who were selected to freeze their asses off with them in Utah are already 
waiting in one corridor when he comes out. They must have been waiting for some time. Jason is already in 
front of them, signing things, being his fan-loving self. They look like Lars used to, standing there backstage 
with their idol and photos to be signed, pictures to take. He never really took pictures, he never filmed. Di'Anno 
asking if he feels like smoking hash and getting high will stay right here in his brain as just a memory that 


won't fade away. 
What would his fans answer? Jason must have some weed somewhere. Wanna get high? What would they say? 


They would turn their eyes to James. Because James would find a way to be here and hear that question of 
all fucking questions. 


"Hey! Lars!" 
Jason's overly cheery face smiles at him from the middle of the corridor. Two of the fans lighten up. 
Someone grabs his t-shirt before he can go forward. 


He sees James in his mind for a second, towering over him and frowning down at him. But it's Steffan, nice and 
smiley Steffan, asking him about a future So What article the kids are going to write themselves. 


He's in the middle of discussing their supervision when James swiftly walks past them. Not a look Lars does 


look, though, and watches him strut to Jason. That other best buddy. 

"Lars?" 

They laugh with the kids. Jason leans in to whisper something in James's ears. 

"Uh." He turns around when James bends down to hear better. "Yeah. Go on" 

"More arguments?" 

He shrugs. As usual 

"You don't look good." 

"| haven't been good in fucking weeks." 

"And he's not helping.” 

He shrugs again "Let's just board that fucking plane." 

Somehow, he manages to get his seat next to James after sharing some "hi" and some "how are you" with the 
fans. They'll keep everyone else busy. And they should keep him busy, too. He may get more amicable after 


some sleep. 


The plane takes off and shakes through the clouds. He watches Los Angeles get smaller and smaller, feeling the 


familiar pressure on his chest. Still no murmurs. 
"So?" he asks when the belt sign lights up. "Would you give a shit?" 
James folds a page of his magazine. Something about sports and snow. "You're still on that?" 


His focus stays on the article Lars can't read from where he is. He looks across the plane, almost giving up on 


an answer for the time being. 

Kirk is there with his I-know-everything smile and |-see-everything eyes. 
Then James says: "I don't know." 

"Huh?" 


The magazine is open on his thighs. His focus shifted to the night sky. "I don't know what I'd do." And it shifts 
back to his lap. "Anyway." 


He's not sure what to answer back. A "Thanks" comes out. 

His fingers brush another one of James's sweaters and they stay there, resting on his forearm. 

James's other hand turns a page. 

His own fingers go up, feeling softness again, and are close to skin The back of a hand. 

There's an exasperated sigh, so Lars whispers quickly: "That's all l'm doing.’ 

He gets a little nod. 

His thumb caresses a patch of skin for a moment, then slides back on cotton His eyes start to close on his 
hand on James's arm, on the tiny writing of a sport magazine. Its little things like this that count. And he'll be 


able to have more of those. And more. Until finally... 


Fi nally... 


